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s. Bowser
enies Report

M. B.'s Skating Trip Fin-
ished Him.

bRELY HAD A BAD FALL

Ambition to Cut Pigeon Wings
ith the Young People Came
to a Sudden End.

pight, 1906, by MeOlure, Phillips & Co.]
MAKR this communieation fo the
pewspapers to correct a report
that my husband, Mr, Bowser,
met with a fatal aceldent a few
5 ogo and will bg heard of no more.
1o I very muel diglike to. bring our
jiy-troubles before thepublic, I féel
[ ought to set myself right in cer-
patteys, [ L I

o evening o, weel fgo Mr, Bowser
¢ home'from the office With a pack-
puder hig arm.© With aatural femi.
curlosity 1 wanted to know the
ents at once, but with one excuse

hor, When we had renched the sif-
room he opened the package and
wed me n pair of new lce skates.
pid you find them " T asked,
ghould say not R
Ate you going to make a present to
s one?’ :

"wptainly not.”

t they dre not for yourself "

he sure they are. Why not?*

But you can't gkate, and you are too
and too heavy to learn, You tried

t'l.‘l." A
Irnscible, an Usnal,

Woman, what arte you talking

it?" he demanded as he flushed up,

ery time you get # chnge you ring

hat T am foo old

or that, as If I was somie superannu-

IR HAD ON A KNIOKERBOCKER SUIT,

pd behemoth, 18 g man in lils dotage
forty-eight? Is a man welghing 150
nds o haystack #* ARG
r. Bowser {8 fifty-four years old aud
ghs 185 pounds, but as the matter is

[ did not corveet him In this case,
after o glare at me he continued:
Yes, two years ago 1 went up to the
rk and did & lttle  lce skating.
owds congregated to see me cut pi-
bu wings. 1 earrigd off all the honors,
Instead of having a fall and a lame
'k 1 got rid of my rbeumatism for
P LR
8k to the \ : ur
nm?u u‘_ W-"Jo“r‘ s ..
But you weren’t thinking ¢ trylug
again?” I querled.
Aud why not?'
‘,v : 'a“se you ‘ﬂ“‘ e

up there thig ¢
eon Wlng': r—

| clothes,

il f

Contradicts’ the Story That

guother he put me off until after

wo years ago and bad such & foll’
your back was lame for three.

‘too heavy for

alutul one to him § never mention |

ey

He
‘bad on & knlckerborker sult, leather
Jeggings and cap, and o save my life
1 conldn't help smiling 8 he stood be-
fore me:  He leoked lKe o fat Loy In
the cireus. i « SRV, :

“8till .on the eein, I gee!” he thun-.
dered at me, but as I dldo't answer
he went down the hiffl for his overcoat
and banged the door after Nm as he
vgl}lt out,

A woman ean be two hours or fen
minutes getting feady to go some-

where, 1. was only ten winotes In get-
ting rendy to follow Mr. Bowser., 1
caught the next ear bebind blme X

knew what entrance he would tike to
reach the lake in the park, and he
hadn't got bis gkates on when 1 found
him. He didn’t seem to be ln any
hufey elther. IHe sat around like « bo}
with the toothache, and once or twice
he peemed to be on the point of going
howe, . A policesan finally snanfered
up and said:

“These benches arve for the use of
skaters,”

“Well, aln’t T a skater?' replied Mr.
Bowser.

(“Yon don’t look like it to me. You

k lke & man, who'd roll around

owever, If yon Ave a skater get busy.”
The conversation was overheard by
half & dozen people, and, being put on
tils wetfle, Mr, Bowser bégan to fasten
on his ‘skates. He had had them on
for five miinutes, looking distrustfully
atithe \ce all the time, when the police
man-came along again and sald:
“What! Loafing around yet? If yon
ean't skate you'd better giye that rig to

| wome icross eyed orphan boy: Shall 1

got a teniyenr-old glrl to take your arm
and tell you which foot goes first 7
e Is Guyed,

"You ean mind your own business,
sie!" replied My, Bowser as he got thé
bolled lobster eolor in his face,

“Don’t sass me!”

“And don’t you be guying mel”

The officer walkedl on, and a score of.
slaters gathered around Mr., Bowser
and indulged In such remarks ns:

“T'lI bet he'll show us a few tricks
when he does’ get started.”

“P'Il bet 8o too. He's got the right sort
of legs for a skater.”

“What are youn guys talking about?
Can n clder bar'l skate?” 1

“1f he's going to smash the lee I'm
Lzolng home to play with my rag dolly,"
sald a girl of sixteen,

Mr. Bowser had to get o move on
him. I &onld read his thoughts as plain
as print. He was anying to himself
that he'd give a thousand dollurs if he
wis safe home with me andthe cat, It
waa too late for that. He got up and.
‘wahbled éround and finally reached the.
fee and grabbed hold of a bush fo
gteady himself. He was standing theve,
with his eyes as big as sapcers and his
¢hin quivering, when there were some
more remarks, They were to the fol-
lowlng effect: v

“Some one get him &
crutches!” :

“If you ean’t gkate get down and roll
over!"”

“By George, he thinks he sees &
ghost!" !

“Hang to the Hmb, old coon! If yon
‘moye you are.a goner!” v |

“Oh, shut up, and glve the old gent a
ghow! He'll start off protty quick and
make us all look silly.”

. Then the girl who had spoken hefore
chipped in with: £y
“My ma told me

2 f)ulr of

that If the hnbyv ele-

| phant: broke loose and got on the ice 1

‘was to come right home and study my
spelling lesson,” . .

. His Unual Finish.
| Poor Mr, Bowser had to draw a long

th, commend hig.sonl to & higher

r and get & homp on him,  He
hado't seramibled along over tea tm
when one of his legs went up in the
alr, he spon around two or three times
and then came down with o jar that
Don Castro would have pald a thou
Wand doMars for to present to the
French eable- company. My shriek
was echoed by fifty othiers, and. the po-
Heeman came running up dud grabbed
the poor vietim by the collar and dréw
ly:n,  land and sald:

m thien that he waso skater.”

" dead?” asked one_of

's got a lesson. That
driven bim together,

| el _When hie cmne down I saw
| that he must have smuggled a {iimel
nto the house the nlght before.

“| floating Ice lodge just above them.
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L. D. HARLEY

CLEANING, DYEING, PRESSING

| “Our Pull is Push” Arcadia, Florida

MO*OO*OWOMMQO”‘00*0’““*“’““*“*”‘“0 [Tl

x

s e

|
!
i
i
The Life Satrs

-~

~ {Original.}

. One Saturday afternoon two llttle
boys concluded  that they would go
dowp to the clver, whiclh. was (rozen
near the shoves, to skate. They were
Tommy and Willle Bickford, aged re-
spectively elght and six years. Taklng
thelr skates—Willie bad but one—they:
sallied forth, and, reaching the Ice,
Tommy put on his two skates, Willle
put on his one, and they proceeded to
bave a good time. And they had a good

thne. The nipping alr was full of ozgne,
dnd there was about an acre of fce that
‘was 0§ s glass, Tommy could

skate pretty well if he skated straight
abead, but be Inslsted on cutting “flub- |
dubs,” a8 he called them-Tommy's
were a figure eight and the

fu
@ut&?‘ B roll—and he was continually sit-

ting down and polnting bis toes to the
sky. A. tor his llttle brother, baving
only one skate and not knowing how to
nyway, he bore the welght of
body on the foot without the
‘skate and hopped along, occasionally
Jifting the sole of bis shoe from the lce

and gliding half a dozen yards on lils

one skate.
. The boys were so happy that tbey
Just before sun-~

took Bio note of time, Just
get Tommy noticed a large cake of
'm.

-

it

“Wilile,” he sald, “you stay here.
golng to have a skate on that big cake."”
 And he started off, skaling at his best
apeed. But Willie, ignoring his fnstruc-
along after bim on his
wkate, and after Tomumy bad skat-
to the farther slds of the newly ar-

ooklng

oking ftownrd the.
that the ice was

was not very oid, but be
h to understand the dan:
Jo his gkates fly toward his
niag him to go bock, but

o

and the cold Increasing cvery minute,
There were but few boats passiug, and
they met tone of these till It wus too
dark for them to be discovered. Willle,
becoming cold, began to cry, but Tom-
my, feeling the responsibiiity of having
hia lttle brother to care for, kept a
sturdy heart and, going to the.edge of
tho Ice, endeavored to attract attention,
When he found that his efforts waore
aseless he went back td Willle and,
folding bim in bis arms, tried to keep
hiin warm,

The moon came up slightly pass the
full and Vghted up the bay [uto which
the river breadened. An hicoming
stenmer wis making Its woy Inward
when the officer on the bridge gilled
for hisnight glass, “Holt, | see n davk
gpot on thit ice cake," he sald to the
man who banded him the glass, and,
leveling it, he brought it to bear on the
conter of the eake, Then, Jowering It
withh borror on his face, he added:
“(jreat heavens! There are two chil-
aren oii that cake of ice,” Holt selzed
the glass, put it to' his eye for & mo-
ment, then dashed away, shouting,
“Lower the cutter!” 3 '

“Here, you, Simeox,” hé cried when
the boat was lowered, “take the tller!”
' Simeox took the tiller as ordered, and

Holt, a fine looking, muscular man,

geized the stroke oar. The crew pulled
away, but they had all been overwork-
' 64 on a hard winter passage from Gi-
braltar, and tbe tide was running out
swiftly, They had pulled a few min-
ufes when Holt noticed that they were
e had

making very poor headway.

. been away from his children for more

than a year and connected them in his
‘mind with the two on the lce cike
ither frozen or to be frozen if not
rescued. St |

“I'1l give every man of you,”" be said,
#g month's extra wiges If we reach the
Hittle onies nnd get tho deéad or alive.”

Fivery oarsman bent.to lils work, and
by dint of almost superhuman effort
managed to pull the b : '

tide, which fortunatel,

 rytog the coke down ut unfor.

nately they were ng e and
: . ., e

l‘cl‘_ ] d
i ]

dren were lying perfectly quiet, the
older holding the younger In his arms.
Both were asleep,

“They're dead!” sald Bimecox.

But Holt, taking them up, gave them
a vigorous shake, and both opened
thelr eyes, He told Blmcox to alter-
nately shake and rub them, while he
took # flask of diluted liquor from his
pocket that he had brought for the pur-
pose and poured some of It down the

ot
| waw

boys' throats, Tommy revived quickly,
but Willle, who had been asleep longer,
was pretty far gone, Holt unbuttoned
his own clothing and, holding the child
near to bhis warm flesh, wrapped his
elothes about him,

It was 2 o'clock In the morning when
Holt drove up in a carrlage with the
two boys to thelr home, The house
was lighted, for there was no sleep for
the inmates. All the parents kuew
wasg that thelr boys' skates were miss-
ing, and It was surmlised that they had
gone skating. The only further ex-
planation was that they had been
drowned, The disconsolate palr were
gitting awalting a report from the po-
lice when they heard wheels, followed
by a sharp pull at the doorbell. The
busband sprang up and, clogely follow-
ed by bis wife, darted to the door and
threw it open, There stood a stalwart
man with thelr Willle In his arms,
while Tommy stood beside him.

CHARLOTTE BHERWOOD.
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The Shrike, or Butcher Bird.
There is a strange little bird, about
as bg, 08 a robin, which nearly every
nter betogs us. He 18 generally
alone, ke a tiny black and gray hawlk
of his ways, but related truly
gentle and waxwings. He
6 1 shrike, or buteher bird,
and he gets a cruel living by catching
mice and little birds, which he hangs
on locust thorns, sbarp twigs or the
points of a wire fence, as his little feet,
uniike the bawk's, aresnot strongz
enongh to bold bis prey. But he Is a
handsome fellow, and rarely one may

the

| hear & very sweet little song as he sits

ot some leafless bush, par-
to fn the winter: But gen:
like the true birds

prey, or at best glves ouly a wasping

on the

ny




